VI:  THE  QARA  MOUNTAINS-
HYENAS,   FAITH  CURES   AND
CIRCUMCISION

'amr al *ain! Hamr a/'ain!9 (Red of eye! Red of
eye!)   Such were the shouts - the usual idiom in
^.praise of manly prowess-that greeted 'Ali as he

returned at dawn from the scene of the sacrifice, for with
him was a dead wolf straddled across a donkey.

I could not wait to do more than turn and wave greeting,
for I had been called to Adaiqaf, the small village of the
Shahari headman Juma'an across the meadow from my
camp. In one of its miserable hovels a man lay dying. A
straw thatch of beehive shape was not more than a man's
length in diameter or height and had only a hole as an
entrance to' crawl through. The floor was strewn with
straw, and there was of course no fire hearth. The only
furnishings were a plaited reed basin into which they milk,
and a few pots for water, butter or honey and the like -
both the products of women's industry. Near by were
larger and slightly more ambitious buildings having walls
of stone, rough, undressed and uncemented. These were
for cattle in the* temperate seasons, but against the summer
rain and winter cold both men and cattle take refuge in caves,
which are numerous where, in dips and hollows, the lime-
stone strata obtrude.* The winds of the ages have scooped
out natural caverns, which only need thatching in front
to provide spacious and effective shelter for man and beast.

And so back across the meadow to 'Ali and his hyena.
The north wind blew chill at this height of 1600 feet, and
the sunlit air, fragrant with the scent of hay, made it feel
good to be alive.
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